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Into Godstow, into Hellstow, Devilstow !

The Church ! the Church !

God's eyes !    I would the Church were down in hell !

ELEANOR.
Aha!

Enter the fair KNIGHTS.

FITZURSE.
What made the King cry out so furiously ? .

ELEANOR.

Our Becket, who will not absolve the Bishops.
I think ye four have cause to love this Becket

FITZURSE.
I hate him for his insolence to all.

DE TRACY.
And I for all his insolence to thee.

DE BRITO.

I hate him for I hate him is my reason,
And yet I hate him for a hypocrite.